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[November 14, 1854]

New York City

In a letter from Albertus C. Van Raalte to his son, Ben, Father Van Raalte referred to Ben as "my
child." Ben was sixteen years old when the letter was written. Ben's father pleaded with him to
"Turn, my child, to your God and seek His fellowship."
The letter is not dated but is given this date and also 18 November.
In Dutch; translator unknown. Retranslation by Nella Kennedy, January, 2004.
Calvin College Archives, ACVR collection, Box 9, fldr 23.
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...A few more words, my child, for my letter was fifil. Although it was my intention to
allow Albertus to work by himself and to manage his business separately in order to
promote resilience and peace, that nevertheless does not decrease your calling to work
and to live together as brothers, and especially to work jointly in these times, for
maintaining the whole.
Another matter, my child: that you labor diligently, and make the most of your time is
fine, but you bring the curse of God upon all your actions if, at the same time, you
neglect your God, your soul, and the means of grace. My child, the existence of God and
our dependence upon Him and His dealings with us is no illusion or figment of the
imagination. I beg of you, by everything that is precious to you, do not continue to
oppose your Maker, and do not scorn or neglect Him any
[2]
longer. Will you be able to exist in hostility to God? Oh, my child, how awful, how
terrible that is - to incur a curse upon yourself in everything. And truly, that is what you
do as long as you neglect God. I predict that God will contend and struggle with you. I
do not know how long, but as long as He does not forsake you, your path will be one
filled with bitterness and obstacles. And I will rejoice in it in the hope that you may
humble yourself before your God. But woe to you, my child, if you, with your hardened
heart, will begin to feel right at home here. For then I will see you becoming ripe for
damnation, and then you will probably be mowed down suddenly. Oh Benjamin, you are
not prepared to die, to meet your God, for you will have nothing to do with God. You
harden your heart and surrender only to the world, which will betray, deceive and destroy
[3]
you. My child, how wretched you are if no spark ignites in your bosom causing you to
long for God and His approval. But if you desire peace [and] reconciliation, be assured
that you will be welcome because of the blood of Jesus.
Oh, dear child, will your bosom always remain closed to the love of God? Turn, my
child, to your God and seek His fellowship. Please do write me.
Greetings to all. I hope to write to mother tomorrow.

In great haste
[revised translation: Nella Kennedy
January 2004]

Your father and best friend
A. C. Van Raalte
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